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it, and wished they could understand it They
forgave the play its slight dramatic value. It was
literary, and for once the style found acceptance.

Constantm Marc as yet knew no one in Pans.
He had invited to the theatre three or four landed
proprietors from the VivaraiSj who sat blushing In
the stalls In their white ties, rolled their round eyes,
and did not dare to applaud. As he had no friends
nobody dreamt of spoiling his success And even
in the corridors there were those who set his talent
above that of other dramatists. Greatly excited,,
nevertheless, he wandered from dressing-room to
dressing-room or collapsed into a chair at the back
of the director's stage-box. He was worrying about
the critics,

a Set your mind at rest," Romilly told him.
'* They will say of your play the good or bad things
they think of Pradel. And for the time being they
thiflrk more ill than good of him,"

Adolphe Meunier informed hlms with a pale
smile, that the house was a good one, and that the
critics thought the play showed very careful writing.
He expected, in return, a few complimentary words
concerning his Pandalphe <?/ Clarimonde. But it did
not enter Constantm Marc's head to vouchsafe
them.

Romffly shook his head*

** We must look forward to slatitigs.    Monsieur